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dream of empire shattered. Here in India the curtain
was falling on another scene, as gradually but surely, a
country of 400.000,000 was Hearing its hour of libera-
tion. An empire which had held its sway for nearly one
hundred and fifty years showed signs of coming to an
end.
Looking at the everyday Indian scene, one would not
at first have thought so. The Gateway of India still
stood solid in its brown granite, marking the spot
where George V had set foot as emperor of India, But
when I looked beyond it, at the ships of the Royal In-
dian Navy anchored in the harbor, I saw the ships*
guns pointed menacingly at us. The Indian navv was
in mutiny.
Again, when I went to the races at Mahaluxmi, I
saw* the governor of Bombay, symbol of the British raj,
arrive in state as in days before the war. He was driven
in a gilded, horse-drawn carriage with an escort of body-
guards and flunkies in attendance. He alighted from
his carriage and stepped on the familiar red carpet
spread over the lawn of the members" enclosure. A
brass band played "God Save the King/' Indians wear-
ing gray morning coats and top hats stood at attention.
Gandhi caps stilled for a few moments. Then the totali-
zators ticked, and in the bookies' ring punters wagered
in thousands.
Yet, not far from that same race course in Maha-
luxmi, the police and the military' had clashed with the
people. Riots had broken out in sympathy with the
naval mutineers and had done damage to life and prop-
erty. Crowds had been fired upon. Many hundreds of
people were killed. Curfew was in force in many parts
of the city.
"Unidentified bodies are still lying unclaimed in the